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Peruvian or Hondurastian or Icelandic. It is
fairly certain that some London shop has it.
I seldom enter a draper's shop in these days;
not once in ten years, perhaps; but when I do,
though I admire the new fabrics and the new
arrangements and the rainbow colours, there
is one thing I miss. One thing which used to
reconcile me to otherwise dreary half-hours in
those dim, poky shops, when Aunt Jane and the
assistant were out on the pavement matching a
ribbon by the daylight which never reached the
shop. That thing was the cash-railway, by which
the assistant packed the bill and the money in a
wooden ball, and sent it up a spiral to an over-
head track, whence it travelled across the shop
and dropped off the rails on to the cashier's desk.
I could have watched for many more half-hours
than I did the dozens of balls whizzing along the
rails from all parts of the shop, never falling off
even when crossing the points, but arriving
patly at the station of the cashier. And then
making the return journey and dropping your
change into the haads of the assistant who had
served you.
In those days most personal shopping had to
be done in Aunt Jane's way, travelling across
the town from the glove-shop to the "mantle"
shop, but to-day, while the larger shops and
stores make everything easy for personal shop-